pretend I was their mistress and had been caught in
-adultery. And stranger were those who wanted to be
treated as sick children and ordered about. But all of
them were diffident and apologetic about their peculiari-
ties. Once they had brought themselves to admitting
them, which took a long and halting time, they
would explain that they had read about them in
books or that the absurd charades meant some-
thing to them because of an incident when they
were children. Perhaps, to an innocent mind, they
would have been more shocking than naked animal
desire. But they never shocked me. My mother had
never been able to keep a still tongue in her head, and
I had known, almost from a child, that vices existed.
I knew, when I went on the streets, that I was going to
deal with neurotics. To cater for them was simply
part of my job.
Maybe I became what I did, not so much because
of the events that happened to me as because of my
readiness to take for granted experiences that other girls
would have ruled out as unthinkable. Other girls
could be seduced, could have a baby, could be deserted
by a lover and left without money, and the idea of go-
ing on the street would never occur to them. Aa in-
visible barrier would stand between them and it. For
me that barrier never existed. When I came home
from the 'Dilly at night, my mother and I would com-
pare notes on our experiences. Sometimes site was
sympathetic; sometimes she would complain that I
talked of nothing but prostitution. But there was
very little moral condemnation in what she said. She
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